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tion, one day, "and then there won't
be any more riding."

"But I must see you in the winter
just the same," he cried hastly.

I She shook her head.
"I've been pretty good," he declared.

"I leave it to you if I haven't. It's
. been pretty hard, too, I can tell you.

You just think it over. Not once have
I said a word about love to you; and
me loving you all the time. That's

, going some for a man that's used to
having his own way. I'm .somewhat
of a rusher when it comes to travel-
ing. I reckon I'd rush God Almightly
if it came to a race over the ice. And
yet I didn't rush you. I guess this
fact is an indication of how much I
do love you. Of course I want you to
marry me. Have I said a word about
it, though? Nary a chirp, nary a flut-

ter. I've been quiet and good, though
it's almost made me sick at times, this
keeping quiet. I haven't asked you to
marry me. I'm not asking you now.
Oh, not but what you satisfy me. I
sure know you're the wife for me. But
how about myself? Do you know mo j

well enough to know your own mind?"
He shrugged his shoulders. "I don't
know, and I ain't going to take
chances' on it now. You've got to
know for sure whether you think you
could get along with me or not, and
I'm playing a slow conservative game. .

!
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CHAPTER XV.

"" "I see it more clearly than I can
state it, but it's something like thi3.
There is legtimate work, and there's

j work that well, that isn't legitimate.
i The farmer works the soil and pro-

duces grain. He's making something
that is good for humanity. He actual-
ly, in a way, creates something, - the
grain that will fill the mouths of the
hungry."

"And then the railroads and market-rigger- s

and the rest proceed to rob
him of that same grain," Daylight
broke in.

"There ain't much difference be-

tween playing halfway robber like
the railroad hauling that farmer's
wheat to market, and playing all rob-
ber and robbing the robbers like I do.
And, besides, halfway robbery Is too
slow a game for me to sit in. You
don't win quick enough for me."

"But what do you want to win for?"
Dede demanded. "You have millions
and millions, already; why can't you
do good with all your money?"

Daylight laughed.
"Doing good with " your money!

Ain't it funny, to go around with brass
knuckles and a , big club breaking
folks' heads and taking their money
away from them until I've got a pile,'
and then, repenting of my ways, going
around and bandaging up the heads
the other robbers are breaking? I
leave it to you. , That's what doing good
with money amounts to. Every once
in a while some robber turns soft-
hearted and takes to driving an am-

bulance. That's what Carnegie did.
He smashed heads in pitched battles
at Homestead, regular wholesale head-break- er

he was, held up the suckers
for a few hundred million, and now
he goes around dribbling it back to
them. Funny? I leave it to you." j

He rolled a cigarette and watched
her half curiously, half amusedly. His
replies and harsh generalizations of a
harsh school were disconcerting, and
6he came back to her earlier position.

Life at the office went on much the
way it had always gone.

In spite of their high resolve, there
was a very measurable degree of the
furtive in their meetings. In essence,
these meetings were stolen. They did
not ride out brazenly together in the
face of the world. On the contrary
they met always unobserved, she rid-

ing across the many-gate- d backroad
from Berkeley to meet him halfway.
Nor did thfiv rids nn nnv savfl unfre

"I Like You, Mr. Harnish, and That
h Is All."

anyway; but suppose I had that gam-bll- ng

twist in me which you talk
about, why, I'd do it just the same-an-

make money out of the trees. And
there's my other point again. Instead
of raising the price of coal without
adding an ounce of coal to the market
supply, I'd be making, thousands and
thousands of cords of firewood mak-- t
Ing something where nothing was be-- f

fore. And' everybody who everf

I ain't? to lose for overlooking
my hand." j

This was love-makin- g of a cort bo--;

yond Dede's experience. Nor had she
ever heard of anything like it. I

"So you see," he urged, "just for a
square deal we've got to see some
more of each other this winter. Most
likely your mind ain't made up yet "

1'But it is," she interrupted. "I

crossed on the ferries would look up
at these forested hills and be made
glad. Who was made glad by your
adding four dollars a ton to Rock;
weiis? ;

It was Daylight's turn to be silentj
tor a time while she waited, an an- -

swer. )

"Would you rather I did things like
that?" he asked at last.

"It would be better for the world,
and better for you," she answered

y.

quented roads, preferring to cross the
second range of hills and travel among
a church-goin- g farmer folk who would
scarcely have recognized even Day-
light from his newspaper photographs
He found Dede a 'good horsewoman
good not merely in riding, but in

There were days when they
covered sixty, seventy, and even
jeighty miles; nor did Dede ever claim
any day too long, nor another strong
recommendation to Daylight did the
'hardest day ever see the slightest
chafe of the chestnut sorrel's back.
"A sure enough hummer," was Day-

light's stereotyped but ever enthusias-
tic verdict to himself.

His lifelong fear of woman had orig-
inated out of nonunderstandlng and
had also prevented him from reaching
any understanding. Dede on horse-Hac-k,

Dede gathering poppies on a
.summer hillside, Dede taking down
dictation in her swift shorthand
strokes all this was comprehensible
to him. But he did not know the
Dede who so quickly changed from
mood to mood, the Dede who refused
steadfastly to ride with him and then

"I can't argue with you, and you
know that. No matter how right a
womn is, men have such a wuy about
thenv well, what tl4y W scofads
most convincing, and yet ta woman

wouldn't dare permit myself to care for
you. Happiness, for me, would not lie
that way. I like you, Mr. Harnish,
and all that; but it can never be more
than that."

"It's because you don't like my way
of living," he charged, thinking in hl3
own mind of the sensational joy-ride- s

and general profligacy with which the
newspapers had credited him think-
ing this, and wondering whether or
not, in maiden modesty, she would
disclaim knowledge of it.

To his surprise, her answer was flat
and uncompromising.

"Nof I don't."
"I know I've been brash, on some of

those rides that got into the papers,"
he began his defence, "and that I've
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been traveling with a lively crowd "
"I don't mean that," she said,

"though I know about It, too, and
can't eay that I like it. But It is your
life in general, your business. There
are women in the world who could
marry a man like you and be happy,
but I couldn't And the more I cared

there is one thing, tne creative joy;
and lt'e a higher joy than mere gam-
bling. Haven't you ever made things
yourseTf a log cabin up in the Yu-

kon, or a canoe, or raft, or something?
And don't you rememlser how satis-
fied you were, how good you felt,
while you were doing it and after you
had it done?"

While she spoke hi3 memory was
busy with the associations she recall-
ed. He saw the deserted flat on the
river bank by the Klondike, and he
saw the log cabins and warehouses
spring up, and all the log structures
he had built, and his sawmills work-

ing night and day on three shifts. '

"Why, dog-gon- e it, Miss Mason,
you're right in a way. I've built
hundreds of houses up there, and I
remember I was proud and glad to
see them go up. I'm proud now, when
I remember them. And there was
Ophir the most God-forsak- moose-- i

suddenly consented, the Dede in
whose eyes the golden glow forever
waxed and waned and whispered
hints and messages that were not for
his ears. In all such things he saw
the glimmering profundities of sex,
acknowledged their lure, and accept-
ed them as incomprehensible.

But through it all ran the golden
thread of love. At first he had been
content just to ride with Dede and to
be on comradely terms with her; but
the desire and the need for her in-

creased. The more he knew of her,
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a Ti spsji 11111111111 ij;i'ir"vthe higher was his appraisal. Had
:she been reserved and haughty with
him, or been merely, a giggling, sim-

pering creature of a woman, it would
have been different. Instead, she
amazed him with her simplicity and
'wholesomeness, with her great store
ot comradeliness. The latter was the
unexpected. He had never looked
upon woman in that way. Woman,

.tjie toy; woman, the harpy; woman,
the necessary wife and mother of the
race's offspring all this had been his

expectation and understanding of
woman. But woman, the comrade and

pasture of a creek you ever laid eyes
on. I made that into the big Ophir. j

Why, I ran the water in there from
the Rlnkabilly, eighty miles away, j

They all said I couldn't, but I did it, I

and I did it by myself. The dam and j

the flume cost me four million. But
you should have seen that Ophir pow-- 1
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for such a man, the more unhappy I
should be. You see, my unhapplness,
in turn, would tend to make him un-

happy. I should make a mistake, and
he would make an equal mistake,
though his would not be so hard on
him because he would still have his
business."

"Business!" Daylight gasped.
"What's wrong with my business? I

play fair and square. There's noth-

ing underhand about it, which can't
be said of most businesses, whether of
the big corporations or of the cheat-
ing, lying, little corner-groceryme- I
play the straight rules of the game,
and I don't have to lie or cheat or
break my word."

"Don't you 'see," he went on, "the
whole game is a gamble. Everybody
gambles in one way or another. The
farmer gambles "against "the weather
atid the market on his crops. So does
the UnJted States Steel Corporation.
The business of lots of men is straight
robbery, of tlie ieor people. But I've
never made that my business. You
know that. I've always gone after the
robbers."

"I missed my point," she admitted.
"WaiL a minute." .
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playfellow and joyfellow this was
what Dede had surprised him in. And j

the more she became worth while, the j

more ardently his love burned, un-

consciously shading his voice with
Caresses, and with equal unconscious-
ness flaring up signal fires in his eyes.
Nor was she blind to it, yet, like many
women before her, she thought to p!ay
with" the pretty Are and escrpe tho
consequent conflagration."

. "And you won something there that
was more than mere money," Dede
encouraged. "Now do you know what
I would do if I had lots of money
and simply had to go on playing at
business? Take all the southerly and
westerly slope of these bare hills. I'd
buy them , in and plant eucalyptus on
them. I'd do it for the Joy of doing it
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